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very deeply. I cannot bear to see my countrymen defeated
by a parcel of foreigners,
THE nobleman. Oh ! you are an Englishman, are you ?
the chaplain, Certainly not, my lord : I am a gentle-
man* Still, like your lordship, I was bom in England;
and it makes a difference.
the nobleman, You are attached to the soils eh ?
TOE chaplain. It pleases your lordship to be satirical at
my expense : your greatness privileges you to-be so with
impunity. But your lordship knows very well that I am not
attached to the soil in a vulgar manner, like a serf* Still,
1 have a feeling about it; [with growing agitation] and I am
not ashamed of it; and [rising wildly] by God, if this goes
on any longer I wiE fling my cassock to the devil, and take
arms myself, and strangle the accursed witch with my own
hands.
the nobleman [laughing at Mm goodnaturedfy] So yon
shall, chaplain : so you shall, if we can do nothing better*
But not yet, not quite yet,
The Chaplain resumes Ms seat very sulkily,
the nobleman [airily] I should not care very much about
the witch—you see, I have made my pilgrimage to the Holy
Land; and the Heavenly Powers, for their own credit, can
hardly alow me to be worsted by a village sorceress—but
the Bastard of Orleans is a harder nut to crack ; and as he
has been to the Holy Land too, honors are easy between us
as far as that goes,
the chaplain. He is only a Frenchman, my lord,
thb nobleman. A Frenchman ! Where did you pick up
that expression ? Are these Burgundians and Bretons and
Pkards and Gascons beginning to call themselves French-
nien> just as our fellows are beginning to call themselves
EngUsknen ? They actually talk of France and England as
their countries. T h e i r s» if you please 1 What is to become
of me and job if that way of thinking comes into fashion ?
toe chaplain. Why, my lord ? Can it hurt us ?

